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" I was in that battle, but it wasn't I who killed youxr
husband, it was Mikhail Koshevoi. He shot him. ThJ"
blood of cousin Piotra is not on my hands."
" Then which of our villagers did you kill, you enemy ?
Whose children did you leave orphans in this world ? "
Jakov Podkova's widow screamed piercingly from thjl
crowd. Women began to sob hysterically, intensifying the
already strained atmosphere.
Afterward Daria said she could not remember how and
whence the cavalry carbine came into her hands. Someone
must have given it to her. But when the women's voices
arose she felt a strange object in her hands and, without
looking at it she felt that it was a rifle. At first she seized
it by the barrel in order to strike Ivan with the butt. But
the sight stuck painfully into her palm and she shifted her
fingers, turned the rifle over, then threw it to her shoulder
and even took aim at Ivan's left breast.
She saw the cossacks behind him run aside, laying bare the}
wall of the granary. She heard frightened shouts : " You're
mad ! Will you kill your own kinsman ? Wait, don't shoot!"
Urged on by the bestial expectation of the crowd, by the
desire to avenge her husband's death, ajid in part by the
vainglory of suddenly revealing herself as different from the
other women, of realising that the cossacks were staring at
her in amazement and even fear as they awaited her next
step, driven at a frightful speed towards a deed predeter-
mined in the depths of her consciousness yet not desired in
her heart of hearts, she hesitated, cautiously groping at the
trigger. Then suddenly, unexpectedly even to herself, she
strongly pressed it back.
The recoil of the rifle threw her almost off her feet, the
sound deafened her. But through the slits of her screwed-
up eyes she saw Ivan's face change abruptly, terribly and
irrevocably, saw him throw out and then fold his hands as
though about to dive from a great height into water, and
then fall headlong, his head jerking at a feverish speed, his
body quivering, the fingers of his outflung hands clawing
the ground.
Still not clearly realising what she had done, Daria threw
down the rifle, turned her back on the fallen man and, with
a gesture unnatural in its ordinary simplicity, adjusted her
kerchief and tucked her straying hair beneath it.